PENETRATION 
OF THE SKIN 


I stand by the window 
often, gazing upon 


I've been living in this house for a the shaded bench \ 
number of years. It was nearly erected across the 
condemned--cost close to noth- street and waiting for 


wild eyed young 
boys, hustlers, and 
junkies to rest 
upon it. 


ing. The previous owner was a 
kind of decadent hoarder. An 
aging queen who died suddenly 
with no family, no lover to inherit 
his collection. 


lrest my forehead 
against the win- 
dow’s cool glass, 
trying to stop my 
body’s trembling, 
hoping that he will 
look up and see me 
and dreaming of 
ways to entice him 
inside. This one is 
special. A large 
skinhead who 
hasn't had a chance 
to shave his head in 
awhile. His heavy, 
specific clothing, 
stiff and stained; 
the nylon of his Har- 
rington jacket shin- 
ing with filth. His 
face cherubic, 
round--a weak jaw- 
line betraying him, 
sabotaging his at- 
tempt at menace. 


Pm okay. 


hot today... | 


It’s coolin 
here! Ijust got 
the A.C. work- 

ing! Ialso 

made some 
lemonade and 
added laven- 
der toit... it’s 
too much for 
just me! 
Perhaps you 
could join me! 


Great! 
rilbe downinasecond. 


This boy is so per- 
fect! | try to follow 
my instinct but I'm 
terrified of pushing 
things too far--of 
making him recoil. 
Up close, he looked 
solid, dumb. He 
smelled strongly of 
grime and shit. 


Please make yourelf 
comfortable! Pll go 
grab that lemonade 
now. Is there anything 
else l can get you? 


You smell strong! 
You’ve been a while 
without a bath? 


As muchas | adore 
your stench. ?m 
_ sure you would 
feel more comfort- 


Shall we do that 
then? Follow me, 
Pil draw you a bath 


You usually keep your hair more trimmed than this, 
right? I previously lived with a man who kept a full 
beard. He liked to have his beard and his hair 
touched up with a straight razor, and | relished in 
fulfilling that task. | should still have that razor 
around here somewhere. Maybe I shave your head 
after you bathe... Would you like that? 
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Would you like some soap? Ihave 
some here, It’s made with eucalyp- 
tus and oatmeal. I’m sorry | don’t 
have anything more masculine. 


As he stands before me--unclothed, dripping...|am 
filled with innumerable sensations. Desire is in the 
forefront but beyond it a deep fear. | fear that my 
advances are unwanted--or wanted in a way that he 
cannot come to terms with. 


ae : L / 
| — LLL thy 72 & 
We £5 se 


“ 


Paranoid images flash through 
my head... Him grabbing my hair 
and splitting open my skull 
against the pale granite rim of my 
tub. My body twisted on the tile 
floor, head gaping. In a way, this 
fantasy embodies my true 
desire. 
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| almost recoil from his embrace. 
The warm weight of his body 
loosens my stiff nervous form. He 
presses his bare, erect penis 
against my groin. My genitals a 


soft crumpled mass not yet able to 


come to terms with this scenario. 


He directs me through the door. I’m 
bursting with excitement.. wholly 
overwhelmed. 


 I'mlead through the nearest door into a 
small, neglected guest room. | am still 
buzzing with the lingering sensation of 
his strong forearms resting against my 

shoulder. | hastily undress before him as 
he watches me from the bed. 
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His cock is thick 
and discolored. 
The bath failed to 
remove all foul 
matter from it...1 
swallow small 
chunks of grime 
from underneath 
the tip, gulp as 1 S 
taste piss, and 9 


lightly gag. But the 
taste goes away 
and | feel pulsing 


As his ejaculate slams into my eye 
sockets, lips, forehead, hair, a seis- 
mic erotic force comes unto me 
generating hallucinatory visages. 
His strong, thick neck at a deadly 
angle...snapped...his throat gur- 
gling. His trachea jagged, illuminat- 
ed by a far off light source, the rest 
of his body in shadow. A laughing 
dark aura is lurking in the darkness 
surrounding him. 


He passes me a towel he found 
folded ona chair. | inhale dust. 
Bits of dust stick to the remnants 


of his cum on my face not picked 
up by the towel. 


I fall asleep on his chest. Over- 
come, exhausted, body siill 
twitching, shivering. Running 
my hands through his chest 
hair, my role as caretaker re- 
versed. 


The memory of him haunts me as I go 
about my day. As | sit down to drink my 
coffee and read, | hear a familiar weight -- 
fall against my door...and another. 
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I'm awakened by the sun fil- | 
tering through the heavy lace 
curtains. Dust specks floating 
in the morning light. 


I can’t quite describe it. An almost 
animal shriek erupting at a high 
and unfamiliar pitch. 


I drag his limp, incised body to 
the bathroom, his innards 
leaving a gruesome trail 
behind us. 


As my hand plunges into his already 
open chest cavity, his organs lap 
| against my forearm. Their shapes 
1 recall plates in old anatomy books. 
f His body brings to mind reproduc- 
s tions of Baroque paintings depicting 
| the sacrifices of martyr saints. His 
filth spills over me. It covers my 
body, fills the bathtub. The limp 
flaps of skin surrounding the 
wound engulf me. 


GREAT 
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